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A traveller was on his way over the great dorsal
moorland than runs the length of Cornwall. He had
lost his way. It was a time of autumn equinoctial
storm. The day declined, and nothing was to be seen
save sweeps of moor, broken only by huge masses of
granite; not a church tower broke the horizon, not a
dog barked from a distant farm.

After long and despairing wanderings in search of a
road or house, the traveller was about to proceed to a
pile of granite, and bury himself among the rocks for
shelter during the night, when a sudden burst of
revelry smote his ear from the other side of the hill.
He hasted with beating heart in the direction whence
came the sounds, and soon found a solitary house, in
which all the inhabitants were making merry. He
asked admission and a lodging for the night. He was
invited in, and given a hearty welcome. The owner
of the house had just been married, and brought home
his bride. The house, therefore, could furnish him
with plenty of food; saffron cakes abounded: but a
bed was not to be had, as brothers and cousins had
been invited, and the only place where the traveller
could be accommodated was a garret. This was
better than a bed on the moor, and the stormy sky
for the roof; and he accepted the offer with eagerness.

After the festivities of the evening were over, he
retired to his attic, and lay down on a bed of hay,
shaken for him on the floor. But he could not sleep.
The moon shone in through a pane of glass let into
the roof, and rested on a curious old chest which was
thrust away in a corner. Somehow or other, this
chest engrossed his attention, and excited his imagina-
tion. It was of carved oak, and handsome. Why
was it put away in a garret? What did it contain?
He became agitated and nervous. He thought he
heard a sigh issue from it. He sat up on the hay,
and trembled. Still the moonbeam streaked the long
black box.in bygone days:rlotte.
